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the length and breadth of Kent, Essex or Sussex. The
point is a very grave and serious one. We are if not ten
minutes, at any rate, an hour from our potential enemies
coasts. But fortunately, as Marshal Foch has also pointed
out, so are they. The flying straight to the heart of your
enemy's mainsprings and centres is a game that more than
one can play; for that reason be not so terribly dismayed;
always assuming that you are equipped sufficiently to
make this tit for tat a danger to your adversary.

The corollary is that the anti-air defences must be good
and adequate and more up-to-date each day. Let us
trust that our own are beyond doubt so. It has been said
that while only thirty tons of explosives were dropped over
London in the whole of the World War, that now that
amount could be easily dropped in a day and it is so,
but again you can do the same to them. Nevertheless,
it is a very right and meet, and our bounden duty, to ask
our ministerial masters frequently whether we are complete
and up-to-date in our air defences, and if even when our
ministers say *Yea, Yea!* to be quite sure that the experts
do not say * Nay, Nay/ and if it is so let the matter be probed.

Fortunately anti-air craft defence lends itself extremely
well to a Territorial part-time basis, more so than anything,
better even than coast defence. A small permanent staff
ensures efficiency.

More than ever is our comfortable citizen flesh made
to creep over the stories of the deadly gases, of the dye-
makers and other laboratories in sinister countries and in
Hitlerstan being stealthily at work exploring and bringing
the arts of peace as close as may be to those of war, and
again it is so. The saving clause is that the effect of these
gases is far more local than is depicted. Bombs of terribk
gases, will have terrible effects in confined spaces,'but
they disperse so rapidly that the evil in the open soon is
gone. On the other hand, mustard gas on the garden
seats and the park chairs is too terrible to contemplate!